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Chris Squire Gets Rabies 


Author's Notes: 
special thanks to punkfloyd for contributing very good lines i wrote this in an hour 


‘lll have you know, fish can't get rabid, their body temperature is too cold to incubate it," Chris proclaimed 
with a finger in the air. 


"But Chris, you're human." 

"No, I'm fishkin, stop being kinphobic." 

"| think | need another beer to deal with this," Rick groaned and walked out of the room. 

Chris staunchly refused to budge, the bats nesting in his dressing room nipping at his shoulders as they spoke. 


"No I'm pretty sure they're rabid and you're going to die Chris," Bill pointed a drumstick at him. A bat landed 


on it and he screamed, dropping it on the floor and running out of the room. Chris watched as it hit the 


ground and went over and ate the bat. 
"Chris no not again!" Jon cried. 


"lll be fine fish eat bats right," Chris asked. 


‘Oh Chris my favorite fishy man, you must go to the hospital, we care about you and especially your body 
which is able to play bass lines on Round-a-bout!" Jon clasped his hands together in prayer. 


"No." He shook his head. 
"Why not?" 
"Jon, you understand, right? You're fairykin, right?" 


Jon breathed deep, centering his chakras. "| am not fairykin, Chris, | am from the fifth dimension where the 


fae live. | do not Kin, | simply am." 

‘I'm Steve,” Steve said. 

"The hell you are," Rick sneered in disgusted disbelief. 

Chris handwaved the three of them away. "I'm sorry but | am not going to the hospital, this is my natural 
state, | must eat bats and they must bite me that's just how the world works now let's get back to 


recording." 


"You're going to regret this," Rick called out as he exited the dressing room. 


A few weeks went by mostly uneventful, until that fateful encounter came back to haunt Chris.. 
"AUGH" Chris cried from the bathroom. 

"Oh no, what's wrong, dearest Chris?" Jon ran to the care of his bassist, bursting into the bathroom. 
"WATER!" Chris yelled, choking, pointing at the bathtub spout. 

"Yes?" Jon just tilted his head to the side. 


"AAAAAAAAAAUGHHH" Chris screamed and foamed at the mouth. 


"I'm so sorry Chris, that your illness has prevented you from partaking in your most favorite leisure activity, 


bath time." 
"FSDGDFHFDGDSFFHFDGSDFSHG" Chris collapsed on the ground, clutching his neck. 


Jon held his beloved bassist in his arms, tears dripping from his eyes. "Chris, you were so brave.. you wanted 


to take a bath, even though you had rabies." 


Chris lurched uncontrollably as each tear hit his bare chest, because he was naked, because he was going to 


take a bath. 
"IFs ok. We'll give you a viking funeral. Zooooooom." 
Steve burst into the room next. 


"Chris you can't die on us! Every one of us has been demonstrated to be replaceable except for you! Billy 


could never!" Steve yelled. 


And like the Grinch whose heart grew three sizes that day, something happened to Chris when he heard his 
best bet for a replacement was Billy SHERWOOD. 


"AAAAAUUUUUUGHH??" Chris roared to life in Jon's petite fae arms, pushing him off to the side as he 


Poesidons. Immediately, sweat poured from every pore in his body, drenching the poor not-faekin-actually-a- 
fairy Jon Anderson in gross rabies tainted sweat. He made sure not to open his mouth for fear of ingesting it. 
The bathroom floor was flooded, and it began to seep out from behind the door. 

Reinvigorated, Chris stood tall, proud, and naked, sweat glistening on his newly reawakened form. 


‘It's... its a miracle! From the gods beyond the realm, my prayers have been answered!" Jon gasped. 


"What the fuck are you two doing why is Chris naked what the fuck" Rick poked his head in. "Is this one of 


your kinnie things." 


"Rick, stop being so rude, Chris has been revived! He is cured of rabies! Our love for him has transformed his 


very soul!" Jon clapped. 
"Why's the floor all wet" Rick cocked an eyebrow. 
"It is weakness | have expelled from my body," Chris spoke, eyes glowing. 


"Yaaay!" Jon yelled and hugged Chris, rubbing his cheek against his torso affectionately. Chris turned his head 


slowly towards Rick and glared at him. 


"What?" Rick looked back at him. 


"You are weakness.” Chris spoke quietly, then shot laser beams from his eyes and vaporized him on the spot. 
All that was left was a bowl of vegetable soup, untouched. 


‘Oh no, Chris! That was our keyboard player!" Jon looked up at him, eyes wide. 
"I's ok we can just ask Patrick Moraz as everyone here is replaceable except me." Chris patted his head. 


"Oh okay. Zooooooom!" Jon skipped out the room, whistling I've Seen All Good People. Chris smiled. 


